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Mohamed Aziz, my landlord, could never look this
picture in the face And this was the one he wanted
Often I would pretend to leave the room to fetch
something from the terrace which was partly roofed
into a verandah, but Mohamed Aziz was as
uncomfortable alone as when I was present and I
knew exactly how he felt It was as if some-
thing had been denied him in life and he could not
realize an uncertain ambition. White women he,
had known, he once confided in me. He was,
he told me, quite a lad in his younger days and
had a physique that was, as he put it ogling, "must"
and even now stroking his somewhat unkempt mous-
tache, he felt sure he could have what he wanted
because he was rich and had the right connections.
But he could'nt have that limp figure in the picture
on my wall and Mohamed Aziz wondered why
he had never seen a woman like that That was some-
thing Mohamed Aziz never understood, and he always
left the garret a little unsatisfied with himself and with
the picture on the wall.
Where I lived I was sufficiently aloof. I touched
the great city only on the fringe, mentally, spiritually,
physically. Between my garret and the hill at the
other end of the road to town lay the backwash of the
Bay and often in the evenings as I stood on the terrace
and looked across the bay, I felt as if there should
have been a ferry to take me across, and a ferry to
bring me back to the garret, so as to crystallize that
aloofness I had acquired because of my mode of